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Odd Habits, Godzilla and the Plan 


Author's Notes: 


Someone wanted some James tongue. I'll get to more eventually. For now, a bit of a tease. 


"God, | wish he wouldn't do that." 
"Do what?" 
"Don't fucking talk to me." 


"Why?" 


"Cause you get me into all kinds of trouble." 

‘Oh, cmon now. | dont” 

"You do. Take a fucking hike." 

"He did it again, eh?" 

"Enough, l'm not having this conversation" 

"Why not? The most intellgent conversation one can have..is talking to one’s self." 
"Fuck off." 

"Scuse me?" Lars snorted as he stepped past the couch, and Kirk 


Kirk shook his head and kept his face bent towards the guitar. He really didn't need to watch the fret after 


some twenty-odd years spent fingering his lovely beast, but he continued to peer down anyway. 


His cheeks felt crimson, hot, and whether true or not he felt better not looking up, especially if James was stil 
standing in the glass of the control room. He didn't want to see that again. 


Fuck James, and his stupid, childish fucking ways. 

Kirk looped the riff in his head, playing the notes over and over with his fingers to help drown out his 
thoughts. One eye stole up and peered through his hair to the glass separating the practice area, where James 
was, from the control room, where he was taking up space on the leather couch. James was no longer at the 
window, instead he was off against one side of the rehearsal room, doing something. Kirk didn't care what, as 


long as he wasn't standing at the glass torturing him. 


The playing, instead of being effectual became monotonous, allowing images to flash on the blank screen in his 


head. Like those damned manual film strips back in junior high. Beep. Flip. Image. Recording. 
Beep. Flip. James stands at the glass. 

James steps up to the glass and sticks his tongue out at Kirk 

Beep. Flip. Kirk on the couch, frowning. 

Kirk takes in James’ actions and his imagination runs away with reality. 


Beep. Flip. James turns, leaving the window behind. 


James laughs and walks away, unaware of his affect on Kirk 

Beep. Flip. Kirk takes a deep breath. 

Kirk can almost taste James’ tongue, feel the soft surface drag against his skin, his hot breath ming- 

“This is bullshit!" 

"Jesus" Bob turned away from the console, hands on his knees, reading glasses pushed up into his hair. "You 
been taking lessons from Lars? What's with you?" Bob asked, then turned back to the board without waiting 
for an response. "You're playing the riff fine." 

"Its not the riff" Kirk said to Bob's back. 

"What then?" Bob threw the words over his shoulder. 

Kirk sighed. "Nothing, Bob. Nothing." 

Nothing more than some whacked out fantasies running a muck, a mere wrinkle in the fabric of my reality. 
Nothing at all, Bob. 

"lim going to the kitchen" 

"All right." Bob waved his hand without looking up again. 


+t 


Kirk drug the soles of his shoes all the way down the hall, around the corner and into the kitchen area of HQ. 


A muttered monologue followed him. 

"Man. Fuck. He sticks his stupid tongue out every chance he fucking gets. | wish he wouldn't do that. | wish he 
didn't bother me. Why did | ever think..fuck..why did | ever, ever entertain those bullshit ideas. | mean, really. 
What was | thinking? You know, | just..| gotta get out of here. | can't take this today. | wonder what-" 


A warm laugh echoed from the other end of the room. Kirk looked up. Rob was standing at the far end of the 
table, gathering his trash and making to leave. 


"Talking to yourself again?" 


Kirk gave him a self conscious smile. He really needed to stop talking out loud He walked over and pulled the 
refrigerator door open, surveying the contents half-heartedly. 


"Some tasty vegetable lo-mein, from yesterday's lunch." Rob pointed to the second shelf. 
"Mmm." 


Rob stuffed his trash in the bin, off to Kirk's left. He brushed his hands together over the sink, depositing 


crumbs before crossing his arms across his broad chest. 

"What are you on about?" 

Kirk wrenched his gaze from the food to the man who had quickly become a trusted friend over the course of 
the St. Anger tour. Kirk smiled at him, considering there was nothing more effective at forging relationships 
than time spent on the road, touring. 

"You done for today?" Kirk asked. 

"Yep." 

"Wanna surf?" 


"Yeah." Rob nodded. "Yeah, let me get my shit from the office. Meet you at the car?" 


Kirk nodded. As Rob left to gather his stuff, Kirk wrote out a note and tagged the paper to the refrigerator 


with a stray magnet. 
+# 


They surfed for three hours. The chops weren't great, but Kirk didn't care. Anything was an improvement 
over being trapped in the studio and having to deal with seeing James. 


He laughed at himself. He needed to put a leash on his brain. 
Wait, even better. 


He'd get a choke chain, attach that to the leash, and when his thoughts got out of hand he could strangle the 


life out of the idea before the ideas blossomed into imagery. 

Kirk rested on a picnic table, his surf board leaning off to his left, watching Rob as he slugged his heavy 
thighs through the waves. Rob was shirtless, his sodden trunks framed every detail from hip to thigh, clinging 
wetly against his dark skin. 


He reminded Kirk of Godzilla, with a single difference. 


Rob was hot. 
When he got within conversational distance, Kirk told him as much. 
"You're fucking hot" 


"I know." Rob laughed, wrinkling the bridge of his nose and winked at Kirk. He plopped down, soggy, on the table 
top and pulled Kirk into a one-armed embrace. "Pity I'm straight, isn't it?" 


"It is." Kirk sighed heavily. He was thankful though; appreciative of the fact that Rob didn't seem threatened by 


Kirk's more private preferences. 
Rob jostled Kirk once before letting him go. He reached up to start squeezing the extra water from the length 
of his braids and shuffled his feet against the bench, ridding himself of coarse sand. He studied his friend for 


a moment. 

"You want to talk about it?" 

"| dunno." 

"Can | help?" 

"Not really." 

"Are you sure?" Rob asked, poking a finger into Kirk's bare ribs. 

Kirk jumped, laughing. "Pretty sure, yes." 

"Okay." Rob counted in his head. One, two, and three. 

‘It's just.." Kirk started, not knowing quite where to start. The whole situation was ridiculous. 
Rob stayed silent, but when Kirk looked at him he gave him a small, encouraging nod. 
"Okay." Kirk took a deep breath. "This is gonna sound absurd" 

"Pah, who cares?" 

‘It's James." 

"What happened?" 


"He's got this habit." 


"He's not drinking again, is he?" Rob asked. 

"No. No, no. No. Not drinking. No. It's.." Kirk's voice faded to silence. 

"What?" Rob prodded. 

‘Its nothing really. | mean, he's always done this, it's just..it bothers me..now." 

"Oh, okay. What's he do? Is it like that lip smacking shit that Lar-" 

"No. Fuck. You probably haven't even noticed him do it, it's so stupid. He, he sticks his tongue out at me." 

"His tongue." Rob frowned. 

"Yeah. | mean, he's done it for as long as | can remember. ‘Snothing new. It's like something he does when he's 
got nothing to say, or in passing..fuck, its like a greeting or some shit. | don't know." Kirk dropped his head into 
his hands, curls shaking back and forth. 

"James sticks his tongue out at you." 

The curls went from shaking to nodding. 

"And James sticking his tongue out at you bothers you because..." Rob ventured. 

Kirk turned his head to the side to look at Rob. "He's, well, he's giving me ideas.” 


"Ideas?" 


"Yes. Meas" Kirk arched one eyebrow at Rob, hoping he would read between the lines. He didn't want to be 
forced to spell it out, agonizing detail by agonizing detail 


Rob looked blank, but then you could see the sudden light of recognition behind his eyes. 
‘Ohhhh." Rob smiled. "Ideas" He wiggled his brows ludely. 


Kirk smirked at him. Rob laughed, the lilting sound making Kirk's face heat up again. "You're right. | can't help 
you with that" Rob said, patting Kirk on the back. 


"Don't | fucking know it" Kirk sighed. 


"Do you want to do something about it?" 


| want it to go the fuck away." 
"Well, then just don't think about it." 
"Oh yeah. There's a solution. That'll work" 


"You're the one on all that existential, mind warp-trip stuff. Surely there's got some sorta get-him-outta-my- 
brain yoga pose, or some shit” Rob laughed. 


"You're so much help." Kirk sat back up and offered Rob a friendly roll of his eyes. 


"I know. Seriously, though." Rob wrapped one arm around Kirk's shoulder, pulling him close. "What do you want 
to do? About James, | mean?" 


Kirk turned his palms up to the sun. "I don't know." 
"Well..does he like boys?" 
“Christ, | hope not." Kirk managed some mocking horro. 


Rob laughed. "You know what | mean" He let go of Kirk's shoulder and jumped down onto the sand to stand in 
front of him, hands tucked into the edge of his still damp trunks. 


Kirk looked into the sun. "l.we..” Kirk cleared his throat. "We kissed once." 
"No shit!" 

‘It was nothing. A bit of drunken nothing, like a hundred fifty years ago." 
"Well, I'l be--" 

"It didn't mean anything," 

"Really." Rob deadpanned. 

Seriously.” 


Rob reached out and chucked Kirk under the chin. He smiled, softly. "Meant something to you, didn't it?" 


"A little” Kirk sighed. 

Yeah, the kiss had meant something to him. In fact, it had taught him a valuable lesson. 

Dont fuck around with your friends. 

After they had kissed it had taken James a solid three months to even look him in the face again. The kiss had 
also given him a healthy taste, no matter how fleeting, of something he couldn't have and that, my friend, 
sucks balls. 


"| most certainly do not." 


Kirk focused a startled look on Rob. He stood with his arms crossed over that bare chest, just a few feet 


from him. "What?" 

"Suck balls." Rob smirked. "You were speaking your thoughts there again, Kirk-o." 

"Christ. You got some duct tape?" 

"Sex Wax." Rob pointed to his bag. 

"Thanks a lot." 

"You." Rob said, stepping over and slapping Kirk's knee. "Are welcome." Rob jerked his bag up off the sand and 
plopped it onto the table. For a moment, Kirk thought he was serious about the Sex Wax, but then Rob's dark 


hand retrieved a t-shirt from the canvas confines. He pulled it over his head before asking, "Dinner?" 


"Yeah." Kirk took to his feet and gathered his belongings. Maybe, just maybe, he could learn to stop thinking 
about James. In fact, he would keep himself too busy to think about him at all. 


+f 
"| can't stop thinking about him." 
"Oh, give me a fucking break, Hetfield" Lars swiped the note off the refrigerator, shaking it once at James 


before crumpling it into a ball and tossing it in the trash. Gone Surfing’ Whatthefuckever. "You sound like some 


love struck teenager." 
"Well, it's fucking true." 
"Then do something about it, and quit your fucking whining. Fuck" 


"| can't." 


Lars bit at his finger and spit the offending cuticle on the floor. "Why the fuck not, it's fucking Kirk dude. Kirk. 
Its fucking." Lars began to laugh, a tiny laugh at first but it grew, and grew, and eventually it overpowered 
his ability to speak coherently. "You..the mighty..fucking..you've got the hots..you wanna fuck.Kirk. hahahahaha" 


James knocked the chair over when he stood. "Fuck of fl" 


Lars grabbed James’ arm as he passed, and would have stopped him if James hadn't just dragged the minor 
weight with his steps towards the door. Lars dug his heels into the carpet. 


"Stop." Laughter. "C'mon, wait a second" More laughter. "James." Fading giggles. "Seriously." A deep breath and a 
snort. James stared down at Lars, not amused. "Okay." Lars took another breath. "Okay, okay. Alright." One last 

snort, or at least James was hoping. "Okay. Why am | only hearing about this now? | know you didn't just decide 
this in the last five minutes." 

Lars let go of James’ arm, placing his hands on his chest and walking him backwards towards the couch. James 
didn't fight him and when his calves hit the seat cushions he went ahead and let momentum take him the rest 
of the way down. Lars began pacing in front of the couch, making him feel like an interrogation suspect. 


"Or maybe you did" Lars shot him an accusing look. He shook his head. 


"Are you sure?" James nodded. "Fine. Okay. So, you've got the hots for Kirk." Only a mild smirk this time. 
“And..and what? Did he turn you down?" 


"No." 
"Does he know enough to turn you down?" 
"No." 


"What? You mean to tell me you haven't hit on him? Felt him up?" James shook his head. "Talked to him about 
it?" Another shake. "Does he fucking know, for Christ sakes?" 


Silence. 

"He doesn't fucking know, does he?" 

"No." 

Lars stopped in his tracks, turning on James. "So let me get this straight. You want in Kirk's pants, but you 


haven't hit on him, told him, groped him, swapped spit with him or even fucking mentioned it to him? Not 


once?" 


"I kissed him." James barely whispered, "once." 

Lars fell into the sofa "You kissed him." 

"Yeah." 

"Now we're getting somewhere." 

"No" 

"Whaddya mean no?" 

"Just what | said, no. It was a long time ago, right after the bus.." 
"Oh." 


‘| totally freaked out, after. | avoided him like the plague for a week." James sighed. "I dunno, it made things 


weird.” 
"Weird." 


"Yeah. Weird. You know, like the couple of days following that little fuck outburst you had in group that one 


time?" 

Lars rolled his eyes hard into the back of his head. Everybody wanted openness, as long as it wasn't coming 
from him. Blah, blah, fucking blah. He jumped up and started pacing. He always did his best thinking when he 
was moving. They needed a plan. 


"We need a plan" 


"No we don't, no plan" James shook his head for emphasis, but it didn't convey. Lars was too busy looking at 
the ceiling as he pounded his footprints into the carpet, one finger tapping his chin. 


"Yeah we do, we need a plan" He waved his hand dismissively at James. "Just gimme a second." 
James leaned back into the couch, blowing out a breath. Lars always needed a plan. He should have guessed. 


"lve got it!" Lars exclaimed. He bounced onto the couch, thigh to thigh with James. This is what we'll do.." 


~the~ 


Creamsicles, Catalogs and Killing the Plan 


Author's Notes: 
Go to my gallery for visual aids. I've no real idea where this is going, but I'm pretty sure Lars does. Thanks to 


everyone for the massive amounts of reviews! | hope | hold up my end of the bargain Hank 


Four solid, blissful days had passed and Kirk had managed to avoid even setting eyes on his nemesis. Of course, 
the accomplishment wasn't so great in retrospect seeing as how two of those days counted the weekend. 
Friday afternoon Kirk had gone home, turned off the phone, cell phone, fax, intercom and the computer, 
shutting himself off from the world. Saturday and Sunday he spent communing silently with the powers-that- 


be, moving into his center and trying to gain some degree of resistance against his own thought process. 
So far, so good. 
Then again, it was Monday. Monday set him squarely at the beginning of another week of evasion tactics. 


He slid his car through the lot at HQ, taking his usual spot on the opposite side of Rob's Jeep. Kirk sent up 


silent thanks for Rob's presence as he walked to the door. Human buffers always came in useful. 

He stepped across the threshold, scanning the immediate area for threats. Niclas was the only person in sight. 
Kirk waved to him from a distance, with a relieved smile, and started down the hallway for the stairs. If he 
made it to his office, without running into anyone else, he might be guaranteed another couple of hours of 


successful avoidance. 


His feet quickened the pace without direction His sandal made it onto the first stair as the voice registered in 
his brain 


James. 


"Do you think it will really work?" Pause. "No. | can't do that" Silence. "Not that either." Heavy sigh. "Why don't 
we just forget the whole thing?" 


Kirk held motionless, listening. One voice, James’, so he must be on the phone. 


Dammit. He had to pass by James’ office to get to his own. He wondered how fast he could move down the 
hallway or, alternatively, if he concentrated hard enough, the odds of his ability to make himself invisible 
through sheer will power and positive thinking. 

Kirk climbed the stairs deliberately. 

"Yes, | can let it go." 

He'd made it halfway to the top landing. The door to James' office stood wide open. 

"What do you know?" 

Two more steps to go. 

"Yes | can! Don't fucking tell me what | can't do, you little shit." 

Kirk plastered himself against the wall, halfway to James’ door. He took a deep breath, peeled himself from the 
wall to stand on his own. He shook out his arms and with great effort tried to pull his countenance into 
something close to normal. A bead of sweat cut a trail down the small of his back. 


"Fuck." The phone slammed into its cradle in James’ office. 


Two doors down on the opposite side of the hall a door swung open, crashing against the inside wall with force. 


Lars' face shot into view. 
"Hey fucker, don't hang u-" 


Kirk stared, his brows knitted with question He watched as Lars went from anger to surprise to friendly in 
the space of a breath. 


"Kirk! 


Yeah, a bit too loud Lars. Kirk started walking, passing the open doorway in two swift steps. He heard James’ 
chair move, a clang as something hit the diamond plate flames framing the walls of his office. The heavy 
footfall behind him as James stepped onto the tiled hallway set a fire to his efforts of escape. When Kirk came 
flush with Lars, the other man tried to snag Kirk's arm. Kirk reached up and pushed his hair out of his face, 
effectively dodging any contact. 


"Hey. Where are you-" 
"Later, man. Gotta run. I've gotta take care of some paperwork and." Kirk took a breath, kept walking, his voice 


traveling behind him. So close. Ten more steps. "I've got two appointments, a conference call," four steps, "and 


thentheresthis," two blessed steps, "telephoneinterviewQPrimesetupandlgottago-" 


The door closing shut off the need for any more explanation. Kirk leaned into the wood, sliding against it to the 


floor. 


"You dont." Lars began, turning away from Kirk's door toward James. He pitched his thumb over his shoulder. 


"He doesn't have an inter-" 
James' door slammed shut. 


+t 


Sequestered in his office, James wore a path in front of his desk. His eyes moved from purple wall to purple 
wall. The color was supposed to soothe him. It wasn't working. He went over to the wall he knew adjoined Kirk's 
office, pressed his ear hard against the plaster and listened There was a certain hum, the lifeblood of the 
building churning out electricity and other forms of energy, but nothing else. No discernible sound from the 
other side. 


James snatched an empty glass from his desk, positioned the drinking end to the wall and his ear to the 
bottom. The hum was louder now, and nothing more. 


They should have chinced on the insulation 
Fuck. 


He dropped into his chair, steepling his fingers in front of his chest. His gaze remained fixed on Kirk's wall for 
over an hour. What was he doing in there? James' mind devoured every last detail of the past five days, 
picking apart each action, each word he had or hadn't received from Kirk Something was wrong. It was like Kirk 


knew about him. Worse yet, like Kirk realized the truth and wanted nothing to do with him.. that way. 


Double fuck. That was it. Kirk somehow understood he had a liking for him and he wasn't the least bit 


interested in reciprocating. So he avoided James. Like the plague. 


What about the kiss, his mind offered. Irrelevant, he answered himself, having happened so long ago. He bet 
Kirk didn't even remember that night. Kirk had never mentioned it and they hadn't kissed again. Hell, if he 
couldn't still taste Kirk's breath on his tongue in his dreams, he would have sworn himself the kiss had never 


happened. 
This whole situation definitely hadn't gone as planned. In fact, he should call Lars right now and tell him the plan 
was off. Done. Through. He was just going to have to forget it because James was going to forget it, like none 


of this ever happened. 


James reached for his cell phone, leaving his office and heading towards the kitchen. 


+ 
"Hey." The lone word slurred off Lars’ tongue. 

"Where are you?" 

“anggh..Phan's." 

"Oh. Alright, listen. I've been thinking about this..plan..or whatever and lim done." 


"Wait." Rustling filled the receiver, in the background James heard Lars speaking to the masseuse. "Gimme a 


second Phan, please." More rustling. "Wait, what do you mean you're done?" 


"Just what | said, I'm done. This is stupid. Kirk's avoiding me like he knows and doesn't want any part of me, and 
l'm feeling like an ass, so that's it. Game over." 


"Is been four fucking days." 
"So." 


"So, nothing has happened yet. We haven't even tried anything yet. You can't give up now. What about the 


plan?" 

"Fuck the plan" James said. He rounded the corner and through the kitchen door. "And fuck you t-" 

He came to a sudden halt, three steps into the room, eyes locked on the couch. Rob and Kirk were sitting 
there, practically touching. Kirk sat curled into one corner, feet tucked underneath him..and he was laughing. 
Rob was smiling at him. James’ irrational side wanted to break something. 

"James? You there?" 

The ‘yes' squeezed past gritted teeth. 

"Okay. Ill drop it" Lars lied. 

"No." 

"But you said-" 


"Forget everything | said" 


Kirk noticed James had entered the far end of the room. His eyes jerked to Rob and received his imperceptible 


nod. His gaze moved to James, noticing he spoke quietly into his cell phone. He flashed James a warm smile 


before looking back to Rob and giggling madly at absolutely nothing. 

"Plan's on. When will you be back?" James turned and headed in the other direction. He'd go out and get 
something to eat, cause no way, no how was he going to sit in the kitchen and listen to Kirk laugh at every 
little witty thing Rob says. Wasn't happening. 

"Five-ish." 


"Fine. I'll meet you in your office." 


"Okay. Later." As the phone clicked shut he could hear Lars yelling Phan's name. 


"How is this going to work again?" 

"Just fucking trust me, alright?" Lars said, perched crossed legged in his office chair. his fingers flew across 
the computer keyboard on top of the desk. The screen flashed from his CNN homepage to something entirely 
different. 


"International Male?" James scoffed. 


"Yes. International Male, otherwise known as every fag's best friend. You fucking Americans are so..boring. No 
sense of flair whatsoever." Lars typed suits into the search block. The screen morphed. 


Lars smiled. 

James choked. 

"See" Lars said, pointing to the picture. "What about that one?" 
James looked down his body, imagining. "You can't be serious." 
"What? That's a kickin’ suit." 

"He looks like a giant creamsicle." 

"Its not orange, it's pink" 


"I'm not dressing up as ice cream, got it?" 
g up g 


"Whatever." Lars' fingers moved over the keys. Mesh shirts 


Lars squinted at one, leaning into the screen and reading a description out loud. "Sexy Fishnet Crew, open weave 


mesh knit. Straight hem. Contoured fit" 

"No fucking way." James absently poked the small paunch at his waist. 

Lars leaned back, looking over his shoulder at James, James and his pet scowl. He turned to the screen, 
pointing at a symbol in the description. "H's even machine washable. Course you'd need to get a lingerie bag 
probably, that mesh-" 

"No." The growl was unmistakable. 

"Fine, fine." Lars' eyes wandered around the screen, evaluating the other choices. "Hey, what about these.” His 
finger tapped some guy's crotch and he laughed as he scanned the description “These are perfect. Listen. Lip 
Service stretch biker pants, smooth stretch twill-" 

"Hey, | like that watch." James said, hovering over Lars shoulder and touching the right corner of the screen. 
"Focus, man. You can't get laid with a watch." 


"Who says?" James commandeered the mouse and double-clicked on the watch. 


"| say." Lars grabbed the mouse, and clicked along the menu at the top of the page. The screen shifted again, 
filling with pictures of overly fit men wearing close to nothing. 


James went silent. His eyes took in the male flesh as it flickered to life on the screen. Tight, tanned torsos, 


shot from rib to thigh, showcasing all manner of barely concealed male packages. Key-rist 

"Underwear. Now that will get you laid" Lars stated, pointing at the screen. "But, you've got to have a fancy 
wrapping, something appealing, something to tear off, so.." Lars shut down the website and spun in his chair to 
face James. 

"| will take care of this. I'll order something." 

James rolled his eyes. 

"IIl be tasteful, | swear. C'mon. This will work. It will." 


"It better." 


"It will, really. We'll get you all gussied up and he won't be able to resist you." 


"Nothing pink." 

Lars smiled. "Nothing pink" He drug his index finger in an 'x' across his chest. 
"Okay." 

"Okay." 

"Okay." James stuffed his hands in his pockets. 

"Go home." 

James nodded. 


"Tonight" Lars got up from his seat and ushered James to his doorway. "Everything will be fine. Plan's going to 


work like a charm" 
James wandered down the hallway. He was in way over his head, a drowning man. 
Fuck. 


“the 


